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ARM'D, by a kindred ſenſe of England's 
A Caledonian muſe with pity glows ; | woes) 
From ruin d bopet, a ſaving moral takes, 
And paints th unhappy, for the bappy's ſa%s:. 
Scotland's new taſte our meaning ſcene ſupplien, 
And o firſt flight, on tragick piniont, tries. 
Brave, and long fam d in arms, ber warlike race 
Have trod the fi Idi of death with dauntleſs grace / 
Fierce, and untir'd, jp bleed, lave nobly dar d, 
And every toil, and every danger, ſoar d. 
Now, fir'd by rifing arts, ſpe graſps the vaysy 
And ber old cant, like falling flocks, decays. 
Her long-l:fl muſe rew-lights ber ancient flame 
And our ſcene blazes with recover d fame, 


We teach, to-night—ab ! wou'd 'tawere not tos late, { 


Hoo raſp, believing avarice galls a flate ; 
What private ſorrows from wild 'bazards flow, 
And bow falſe — certain ee. 
Thiz=—tbe we natural buſineſs of the Hage. 
Wil all yourgeterenbearn, is bop ty en; der 2 
None can their pity, for tbiſe woes, conceal, 
Which mofl, wbo bear, perbapsi, tos deeply feel, 
The rants of ruin'd kings, of mighty name, 
For pompous miſery, ſmall conpaſſion claim. 
Empires o erturn d, and bercei heli in chain:, 
Alarm the mind, but give the beart no pains, 
To ills, remote from our domeſlick fears, 
We lend our wonder, but withold our tears... _ 
Not ſo, oben, from ſuch paſſions, as owr en, 
Some favourite folly'r dreadful fave 14 fuown : 
There the ſoul bleeds, for whot it feels within; 
And conſcious pity ſhakes at ſuffering fins 
0 ! give attention, to the mowing ſcene, 


And ſhun what yet may be, by tu bat bag been. 


. 
1 0 8 


By the Saur. 


OU'VE feen the play d I / unfold the ct. 
To N ſheecp, of a pure flock! ) We 
owe it. 


He's a chance-bleſſing—ſomerobat ft angely flung us! 


Dropp"d— from the clouds of innocence—ameng us ! 


* 


— — — 


e eee eee 


Slię d thre' the hirt's looſe pale, we gave bim quarter: 
Por ſoul (-H, like to baue been the muſe's martyr, 
Wien fluge-ploys !—and abominations |—took bim, 
Grace, and the ſhepberds of the ſaints, forſook lin. 
Toast given, thencefertb, to Satan's pe r to win bim 
—T be reot of the ſound matter — was not in bim | 

Yet, tho" rebuk'd, full ſore-—be's no buge ſinner: 
You'll ſcarce fee one of bis pure bretbren—thinner« 
Moft jantiify'd of face! Trotb— IM afraid, 

If bis looks lye not—the peer man's a maid ! 

The bard, net carnal-minded— ſay the curious, 
How come th unfliſbly folks to be ſo furious ? 

Judge you the quarrel right—<us'll briefly ſhow it. 
- plays give good inſtruct ion ſaid the poet. 
Vanity ! cry d the — defi ement ! 

And ſe, the war broke out, paſt recencilement. 

Y:urg Bays, prevol d, bere, drew his wrathſul pexz 
Shine forth, ſaid be, my muſe, on thoſe dark men 
And preve, by dint of fair example, whether 
Much goodneſs is not learn'd by coming hit i er 

But, wvhat he teaches, be to bim alone 
P'll teach a ſecret leſſon, of my own. 

—Szy they, of plays—=that' men learn v0 bg by 'em f 
Ii ib. 1 rbemνν -h defy Nu. 

Who, that bas ſeen, to-night, biav I, a wiſe, 

Cave @unſel, fit to ve ſav'd my ſpouſe's life, 

Learns not this mcral, paſt all contradiftion, 

That diſobedient biſband - meet aHiction ? 

That be's mf bappy, who, bis feiters eaſer, 

nd lets bis wiſer wife==do——w at The plaaſerP 

| This, for cur ſex's fame, bis play produces 

"You fre—gl rei bee ththr Bu uſes. 


N Te this—if the bluff brethren preach refiflance, 


For, ſheuid wwe catch em, in our wrong d dominion 
Sei as they are, we'll make em change opinion, 
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The Fatal Extravagance. 


4 —_ —_ 


SCENE, Bellmour's Houſe. 
Enter Loviſa and Courtney, | 
Louiſe. ? WAS kind! this ſpeed of your re- 
turn. -But, tell me, 
What ſucceſs had yu? Was my father moy'd ? 
Methinks, I read your news in your ſad viſage, 
And my heart tremb'es wich prophetick fears. 
Court. Tis as J judg'd 'twou'd be — His own 
wants preſs him; | 
He finks beneath your huſband's waſteful life, 
Thoſe boundleſs.dicings, and voluptuous riots, | 
And this laſt, worſt, adventure of loſt hope, 


Which-has, at once, difſoly'd a wealth fo faſt, | 


That pity ſcarce vouchſafes to feel his ſuff-rings! 


1 - ” 


Ang dies, to be forgotten — Be llmour's ſoul, 


Ha4 contemplation bent it to a bias, 


Had given a point to fame's proud pinacle, 
And purpled o'er his name. with deathleſs glory? 


Now, it lies loſt in duſt I wou'd 'twere mine, 


To ſcreen you from the ſtorm that's. gathering round 
But I, unbleſs'd with power, can only with, [yon t 
And wonder why the ſtrong have feeble. wills. 

. Louiſa, Oh! hall tremble to behold his fact 
His ruin'd family hangs on his heart, 
His helpleſs children's future fate diſtrafts him, 
And the once lively Bellmour ſmiles no more, 
Silent, he walks, or ſtands with folded arms, 

And ſtill tooks, down, as if his ſoul were earth, 
If e er by chance, his litted eyes meet mine, 


Louiſa. But his. late conduct proves my Bellmour The ſtarting tears glare dreadfully upon me, 


Mist itunes haveinſt:ufted him to think, [ chang'e: 
And thougnt has captiv'd every madoi'g patiion, 
Court, Yet early vice, by cuſtom, long iacuig'd, 
Leaves ſuch impr: fi n of habitual il', | 
As fins no cure, bu from levere remorſe, | 
And time's ſlow working. 
Loviſa Nay, name no: Bellmour's vice 
He has no vice—His very power is loſt, _ ,_ 
E'en had he taſte for follie>—P-or and de eis d, 
The flaves, for whoſe cur d ſakes he ſtands re- 
« pro-ch'd, 
Naw ſhun hisconverſe. Villains, who betray'd him, | 
Start, when they mect him. Poverty, like his, 
Spreads a contagi1n round it. All mankind 
Cry,**Lord have mercy! and fly,fiighted from him.“ 
Did you lay open our incumbent ruin? 


U d you my father firongly ? Want's cold hand | 


Creeps o'er 06+, and 'tis now no-time for counſel, 
Court. I told him all, an&mov'd his utmoſt pity. 
Still as he ſet, to view vor huſband's faili:gs, 
1 urg'd his virturs, and Yore down the balance 
I prais'd his wit, his'cgurag*, his humanity, 
His fine frank ſpirit, 2 his generons nature: 
But 'twas loſt hope. Believe, his brother knows himz 
What he. has done, already, weighs him down, 
His firuggling will, to fave vou, has ungone him, 
And Belfmour 's ſelf wou'd there beg aid in vain. 
Leoviſa, O! he was never born to be a begear : 
Heaven is too kind to goodneis, to forſake him! 
He, whom ſoft pity melts at other's miſery, 
Deſerves, himſelt, to live exempt from woe. 
Bell mour could ne'er behold a ſtranger wretched, 
But he partook his pain, till he cou'd eaſe it. 
How, then, will he ſupport the weeping anguiſh 
Of three poor children, ail undone by him ? 
Court. His good and ili ſo chequer out his nature, 
That which exceis is doubtfu), Nobiy will'd, 
His pikzipg heart flows out in generous purpoſes : 
But? Be ting l ſtem the tide of 1 | 
Irreſolure he drives, and.floats to run. 
Men muſt be rigid, and ſevere, in virtue! 
Serious, and noble aims diftinguiſh reaſon ! 


And, quivering, ſtruggle, to flow looſe, in ſorrow. 
1 hen fighs, ſuppreſs'd by force, ſtrive hard. for, 


vent, { ſom, 
And heave, and ſwell, like earthquakes, in his bo- 
Groaning, at length, he breaks in whirlwind from 

me, | 
Corn by ten thouſand pangs, raves, reddens, ſtarts, 
And rights me with a dreadtul burſt cf paſſions! 
O uncle | what remains for hope to ſnatch at? 
Of all the wide eſtate, tha! lute ent os d us, 
But this poor hole is left us—— This too totters., 
Soon ruin, with his palſied hand, will ſeize 
This ancient pile, and ſhake it into duſt! * 
N ot thrice the worth of all, that now is ours, 
Wil ſave poor Wooely trom that fatal. bond, 
He fign'd to ſerve my Belmont. All our hope 
Was in your friendly journey to my lather, | 
Wooely muſt fink, and Bellm« ur cannot bear it, 
Bel.mour wil never live to ſink a friend! | 
Look yonder, where, in penhve grief, he walks, 
Unhoping, and. diſconſolace! 

Court, Poor Bell mour! 

How chang'd, from that wild, noiſy, joyful rioterg 


Which all his friends have known him! Still ex- 


treme 


a Enter Bellmour, walking malancholy, «, 


Loviſa. My life! my Bel/movr ; ound not thus 
my loul, Y 

| have more woes to bear, that are my own, 

Than my ſtrength matche:—add not thou thy ſor» 

That would o'erwhelm me quite. [row ; - 
Bell. I pray forgive me. | 

P:i{on/d in thought, I could not look about me, 

And my ſoul miſs'd thy comfort. -l was muſing. 
Louiſa. What (ad re fle ton held you ? 
Hell. A mournful wandering 1 ! 

No matter now. 

Loviſa.' Nay you muft tell it me, 
Bei. | was conſidering which of my thr: 2 
Some few years hence, when I'm diſſolv d in death, 

Will & the beggar beſt! run, bare-foot, faſteſt ! 


To live for taſte is not to live at al. | 


Tue man of pleaſure dreams away his days, 


And, with moſt dexterous ſhiug, play tricks for, 
| | charity! a 2 
* 2 


* 
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Ih n ſake, forbear, by ſtarti 
üne aig. wel -7 | 
To\imige horrors, mature ſhrinks at thought of. 
| Bell. Why, my Lovifa! tis a wretch's duty, 
To learn to bear his miſery———to know it, 
To ufe du-ſelves to poize it, is the means 
To mau it cafy'to us et I'm to blame! 
Thou had o ſha'e in any gailt of mine; 
I ought alone ro ſuffer, 'T was too cruel, 
Tuns even vnmanly, to afflict thy innocence ! 
Court. _ Sir, you ſooth the grief you ſhould 
refit - 


As the groſs atmoſphere is ſhook by tempeſts, 
Which never ruffl» the ſuperior regions; 

Mean ſpirits, only, buckle under woe; 

It is che gret man's pride to combat fortune, 
And fife againſt opprefſion. 

Bell. $i , tis true 
And, 1 :emember, you have oft advis'd it, 
Whiie I ha4 power, to try my virtue's proof. 
A man my die u1help'd=———y muſt not hope 
To conquer without arms. Talking of help, 
Will your good 5rother lend it ? Speaking ſilence 
How could I hope it from him? 

Court. Yet deſpaig not—— 
A time may come, when even your woes ſhall prove 
Great benefits. Firm ſpirits break misfortunes ! 
To ſuffer well's the nobl: | way to conqueſt, 

On a ſmooth fea, the ſailor ſhews no ſkill, 
But he 4iſplays it all in hurricanes, 

Bell. He wou'd not, ſure, neglect to ſave his 

daughter, times, 

Had he the power ſtill left him yet friends, ſome- 
Are more than fathers! A father cannot be 
More than a friend —I had a friend in Woodly ! 
Once he was happy—what he ſhall be hereafter, 
He pwes to friend)e!: B:\lmour ! Periſh the name! 
To what za ſtinging ceaxth is he reſerv d, 
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Where reaſon had no chance, and villains govern'd, 

Curs d graundleſs, rafhneſs lJ—_—_Tear me limb 
from limb, 5 os 

Some pitying torture l to dle at once, 

Were comfort even indgony !——— But 1 ſhall be 

Whole ages, after death, in dying Villains, 

Dull, pitileſs, inſulting, dirty villains, 

Will point at ſome poor ragged child of mine, 

And ſay, ©* There's pride and name! There's Bell. 
mour's honour ! 

There's the bleſt remnant of a boaſted family!“ 

Curſe the keen thought! It pours all hell upon me! 

Loviſa. Still wilt thou, thus, ſnatch at deſpair's 

| wild ſhadows ? | 

! thought, the manly ſoul cou'd (mile at anguiſh : 

Woman's weak mind may bend beneath adverſity 

But Bellmour's brow, PTY Saw wear a ma- 
e'y, 

And K affliction a ſul. 

Bell. Away with counſet. 

I cannot hear thee ! Thy moving airs! Thy wiſdom! 

That lovely ſoftneſs, which bewitches round thee! 

Eachcharm, which has a thouſand times appeas'd me, 

Now makes me mad! Like oil, pour'd out on flame, 

tower, in blaze, and burn with tenfold fierceneſs. 

Thy ev'ry word is death ! esch ſbok thou giv't me 

Breaks thro' my eye, comes ruſhing on my ſoul), 

And ſhoots ſharp arrows thro my bleeding con- 

ſcience, | 

Thinkf thou, 1 am ſo mean, ſo loſt a wretch, 

That my own miſery ſtings me ? Cruel woman! 

What earthly ii can Bellmour ſtoop to fear, 

Which hurt but Bellmour ? *Tis true, indeed, thy 

fate ; 

| have not learn'd to bear—there, grief unmans me; 

Thine and thy helpleſs infants woes riſe to me, 

Glare on my apprehenfion, like pale ghoſts, | 

And point me into madneſs !——Oh! I've wrong's 


Who leaves a good man wretched, whom he made 
Sir, t wou'd egſe me of a galling pa'n, [lo # 
Wou d you diffolve this diſappointea hope 
In-Woodly's breaſt.—— Twere ſin to nouriſh it, 
Sinte tis unftable—— be muſt know it ſoon ; 
Let it he told by any tongue but Bellmour's. 
Court. Vit visit him this inſtant. Do you, 
mean while, ' 
Bravely ſeek comfort from a firm belief, [you. 
That Heaven befriends your virtues, and will fave 
A hand unſeen theſe clouds of woe may clear, 
And into triumph turn diſtracting fear. 
ed $14 [IE. it Courtney. 
Den. Louiſa! Tram damn'd, while yet aliv-! 
Louiſa, Alas! what mean you to diſtract me 
Wien your wild ftartings ? [thus 
Bell. Nay, bt mark me well 
Want's the dambstion of a living finner— 
What have I liv'd far, if I die a beggar ? 
Why were my anceftors renown d in war ? [ bench, 
Why, with grave Judges, have they grac'd the 
Or, with wiſe vates, the ſenate ?--In me muſt beg- 
Mark that lean word, Loviila !—-}n me muſt beg 
That ebbing name, which, through a length of ages, 
Has given a kingdom honour, Bear'ſt thou that ? 
How <xcellent art thou, not to have ſcorn'd me! 
Good Heaven! that reaſon ſhould give macne's way, 
inn man finds mufick in a rattling dice-box ! 
And has contrafted thrice three thouſand acres, 
To the curs'd compaſs of a narrow table ! 
With what a thoughtleſs rapture have I ſhook 'em ! 
Hung o'er the #hrow | and buri'd out my poſterity, 
Ponpi;thieves, or beggars !—— But then at laſt, 
This mddman's hazard ! of my treaſur'd remnact, - 


thee ! a 

L:viſa. 'Tis wronging me to ſay it. 
Re-enter Courtney. 

Bell. Courtney retuin'd io ſoon ! 
lite not this. 
Luiſa. Why look you pale, good uncle? ſed, 
Court, To bring unwelcome tidings to the wetch- 
Gives the ſad teller half the hearer's woe. 
Bell. Friendly preparative ! what follows next 
Can be bur Woodly's ruin ! 
Court, He's undone ! 
Loviſa, Unhappy Bellmour! 
Court, Near your houſe I met him, 
Hemm'd by a ſwarthy guard of licens'd villains, 
The law's grim blood-hounds. With rapacious 
talons, 
They dragg'd him on, in mercileſs eren iy, 
To ſhut him from his hopes in joyleſs priſon ! 
Be'l. Oh! 
Court. At ſhort diſtance, near the ſycamore, 
That macks the turning to that now-fall'n houſe 
Of this poor gentleman, I ſaw his lady, 
Wild, with a ſtorm of grief! her hair diſhevell'd! 
And her looſe robes, blown, careleſs, by the wind ! 
Struggling, with weeping ſervants, to break free, 
Fain wou'd the fellaw him, to ſhare reftraint : 
But, by ſuperior force, held back, and hindered, 
With ſtraining eyes, ſhe kept him long in view 


And, when a guſhing flood obſcur'd her fight, 
Still more to lengthen out a laſt, ſad look, 
She wip'd away the tears, and gaz'd again ! 


Leviſa. Dreadfol deſcription !—— Cloſe it here, 
good uncle! | 


It cuts too deep, and wounds my Bellmour's ſoul. N 


In the wild lottery of a publick hope, 


Cart. No more remains to elf, but, that his houſe 


T 
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Js fill'd with ruffiant, bis rich goods torn down, 
And his griev'd wife and children toam unſhelter di 
Without a home to ſucconr them. 

Louiſa. O guide them hither. 

Let me, with open arms, fly to receive them, 
And ſtrive, if polfible, to give them comfort. 

Bell. Louiſa! - As thou wouldſt p-eſ-rve my life, 
Bring not theit grief too near me. My melting 
Flows into air, us 1 but hear their m feryy [toul 
To ſee it wou'd diſtract me. Said he nothing ? 

Court. Marking me, as | turn'd my face ſide, 
He call d, and caunſell'd you to ſave yourſelf 
By ſudden flight : — ſince other ruffians, brought 
By Bargrave, your malicious creditor, 

Will preſently be here, on the ſame purpoſe. 
As for my fate, ſaid he, bid him not mourn it: 
To fall for Bellmour wou'd have given me joy, 
Had Bellmour's ſelf not fall'n. 

Bell. He falls, indeed ! 

Court. Now, as I enter'd, Bargrave, juſt arriv'd, 
With his infernal crew beiet your gates. 

A barbarous triumph glows on his proud cheek, 
And from beneath his brows 0'erjutt:ng lour, 
Malicious inſults grin, in hollow ambuch 
Louiſa. Now, Be-lmour ! thou art loſt! —imme- 
oiaie ruin 
Will ſwallow thee and me, and our dear children ! 
All! all! muft fink together. Teach us, good uncle! 
Which way to fly—what meaſures to purſue, 
Court, The doors, faſt barr'd, are guarded by 
your ſervants; 
And you may thro' the grove eſcape unſeen, - 
Bell. N o—let him enter.— This Bargrave taught 
me vice, 
And counſell'd even the adventure that undoes me 
He wrongs the devil, who makes himſelr the 
puniſter 
Of ills, which he excited! Juſtice acts wiſely! 

And throws him on my vengeance. Let him ent 
Bring he as many lives, as he has crimes, 

May corſes catch me, if he ſcape my hand ! 

Louiſa. As thou lov'ſt me B=<ilnour ! be not raſh. 
Should'ſ thou add murder to our other woes, 

How wretched ſhou'd we be ? 

Court, Perſuade him rather, 

Soothe him to pity, Wou'd he free your friend, 
And add ſome weeks of liberty, for trial, 

What ſuccour may be found; you've many friends : 
Who knows what unhop'd aid may riſe to ſave you ? 

Bell. Nog Courtney | —— riſes but with 

fortune; { you. 

And ſets when men go downward. Yet, I thank 
Rage had obſcur'd my reaſon, ——Say, to Bargrave, 
I. have an offer for his private ear. 

I will inftruct my ſwelling indignation, 

To cool, and ſettle, like a courtier's paſhons. 

What cannot intereſt teach us? [Exit Courtney. 
Leave me, Louiſa! 

] wou'd not have thee blaſt thy innocent eyes, 
With ſight of ſuch a monſter.— Nor brook I, well, 
That thou, who haſt been taught to love fancerity, 
Shou'dſt hear me flatter infamy |! 

Louiſa. Do but think Lcour, 
Tis for their ſakes, whom moſt you wiſh to ſuc- 
And 7 will find it caſy. Farewell he comes. 

[Exit Louiſa. 


Oh | She's not blind. — She chuſes a fit ng 


Enter Bargrave. 
Barg. So Sir! I find you make your houſe your 
* garriſon! 
Bold ſour-fac'd centinels admit, with cantion, 


TRAVAGANCE. 6 
Girt, ſovercign-like, within gaur palsxe walls, 
The law muſt beg admiſſion ! Bupithes ride, 

With which your ſtate ocerinok, d me, will we 


Thus to revive old hatred. 


{| He now, perhaps, has learnt, 


"Fill fiad'meens to teach you 7; N Hume, 

Bell. 1 ſent not for you a *L 

"Twas my meaning, 

I's ſet before your eyes the ſpreading miſery, 

From which a week's ſhort tetpitt may, perhaps, 

Free Woodly, and mylelt, nor ta you. wrong. 

Barg. Oh, Sir | no doubt, tis likely, that ſeven 
days, 

Will pay a dead, which twice ſeven months and 
more 

— drawn no intereſt from you Woodly way claim 

Some little pity.— He's a {uffering toal,. | 

Who faſts to teed your riots. But tor you, 

No plea bears influence. What a maſs.of wenlth 

Loxded your youth ! Tue toil of careful anceſtors ! 

And how it is coaſum'd let thouſands tell, 

Whaſe lifted eyes and hines proclaim their wonder, 

I dare not whiſper it. Men wou'd think me mad: 

And laugh to hear, that the once liberal Bellmour 

is grown a niggard nos; and, like a miſer, 

Whines for a day of grace and — "twill 

ruin him 

To pay his creditors, Name it no more 

Should it get wind, 'twou'd lower your wang 

ropſails, 

And loſe you many a cap, and nay ooo, 

As you ride thro' the villages. 

Bell. Inſulting wretch ! 

ſt grates my inmoſt ſoul to ſuffer this, 

But my friend's fate depends ont. You ſeem'd 

to ſpeal 

As if you pity'd Woodly.—— Give him liberty; 

And let me fill the place to which you've ſent him: 

I ask no more. For my own mileries, 

Perhaps they merit not I'm ſure they ſcorn 

What pity _ can'ſt give them. Ty . 

Barg. Oft. remember, 

Woodiy, with zeal for holy texts, tranſportes, 

Would preach, and eite divinity,———- Dull! dull! 

{How cou'd he miſs that caution, which forbade him 

To be another's ſurety ? What comes after, | 


When next he ta. ks to edify. 
Bell. Nay, then, 
Cf, mean hypocriſy ! I'll make thee deer we, 
In words, which match thy malice, Think, low 
traitor ! 
How I firſt learn'd that guilt, with which, but nos, 
Thy tongue reproach's me! Who but the villain 
Bargrave ? 
Ha ! villain ' ſaid you? [firing aro, 
24 Yes, the villain. Bargrave . 
* not thy ſword. ——Should't- thou bebe 
it here, 
Thy guardian devil, too weak to ſave bis miniſter 
Should riſe, in vain, betwixt us“! T: 
Barg. I'll hear thee our, 
Be'l. Who, but thyſelf, ſpread all thoſe es 
about me, 
Which, firſt entangling, next o * m virtue ? 
Who ſt. in'd the native wifitene(s of .ovy (Wl 
And ſpotted it with follies * Think, how this bond, 
Was fraudulently, and, by ſhamefub arts, | 
Won from my clouded reafon! when the fumes, ' 
Of maddiag wine, had warm'd my yielding fancy, 
Fit for a khave's impreſſion !—Haſt thou humagity Þ 
And dt not feel a ruin thou halyeanr'd ? + 
Haſt thou reflection ? and eaaſt thou ſſecyyiu 8 


Whom you eee your paſs 10. Tis treat, 
_ 


% 


By guiltyftartings, and remorſeful dr 
oc have the ſienda, that haunt thy gludd-bofoms 


6 


Unhumaniz'd thy heart ? ſear'd up thy conſcience 
And left all devil within thee ? 

Borg, Now take breath: 
And hear me tell the effect of this fine pleading. 
I find myſelf, with all theſe back endowments, 


Your maſter, and your ſcourge .- But that 1 ſcorn 


thee, 
IT could be angry, — Mek this f'ent witneſs ; 
Look on this bond. - And curſe the woeful hour, 
That gave ih» friend, and thee, to my diſpoſal. 
In leave our wives to ſcold th- quarrel out, 
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Let want, reproach, contempt, and all life's stonie, 


> 
In ceaſeleſs bitterneſs of ſoul, »MiRt mel 
While thou are ſafe, if I but let one gh, 
One breath of 6iſconrent eſcape my lips, 
Curſe re thyſelf, and make me loft indeed. 


Is torture beyond bearing! 
Lociſa. | will not leave thee. 
Here at thy feet, thus humbled, as that duſt, 
Which 1 h-1 ſhortly be, when 1 hive loſt thee, 
Here will | grow for ever, till thou grant ' ſt 


While 1 ſeek vengeance, not fiom words but action. þ This only pray'r I make thee, 


[ He attempts to go out. 
Bell. By action! didſt thou ſoy ? I thank thee, 


Bargrave ! 
Thou haſt inftruted me.— That fatal bond 
Shall never riſe in judgment againſt Woodly. 
[Drawing bis ſward, and putting bimſelf be- 
fore the door, 
= Reay'n, that hates oppreſſion, points a way, 
o e- ſe my wretcheinefs of half jt load, 
By cutting thro' that chain, that binds my friend. 
Now if thou cac'ſt deferd thy villanies, 
Untheath thy ſword, and to this guarded door 
Force thy wiſh'd paſſage thro' the breait of Bell- 
mour. [ They Ft. and Bargrave falls, 
Borg. Curſes conſume tnat al!-d:ſtroying hand! 
Spite of my wiſh'd revenge, thou wilt eſcape me. 
No heir ſurvives to put the bond in proof, 
And Woodly, and thyſe!f, are free again. [ He dies. 
Enter Cou:tney, ſurpriz'd; and Louiſa, at anther 
d:or. 
Cenrt. What have you done? I fear'd this raſh 
effect 
Of rage, but half ſuppreſs'd ; and waited near. 
But an attempt, yon biood-hounds made without, 
To force an entrance, cali'd me off too fatally ! 
Lexiſa. Was this, my Eeli/mour! ſpeak, was this 
. the way, 
To eaſe our wretchedneſs? Oh ! this black chance, 
Sinks vs (II deeper, cuts us off from comivrt, 
And we can never, now, be happy more ! 
Bell. Courtney! 'twere vain to with this act 
undone. 
Scarce can it claim repentance. —Sec!et and ſudden, 
Let me entreat thee to convey this parchment 
Tating the bond from Bargrave's po ket, 
Into my Woodly's hand. ——Say how it happen's : 
Tell him, whatever fate may co with me, 
I'm bleſs'd to give him freedom. 
Court. Guard the doors well. —— There's danger 
near; 
And I'll not leave you long. [Exit Courtney, 
Leviſa, Fly | for Heaven's ſake, begone, 
One hour's delay prevents eſcape for ever. 
Bell. What wou'dſt thou have me do? 
Louiſa. Let me diſguiſe the. 
Then thry' the grove, haſte; and, in ſome poor 
ba cctrage, 
Entreat @ ſhort concealment. There 1']! find thee, 
And we'li conſult relies from all our woes. 
| Bell. Fix'd as my fate, | ſtand, unmov'd, to ex- 
In ſtir not hence, by Heav'n ! [pe ic. 
LoviſaggOh! do not ſwear! ; 
Think hs my peace of mind, my hope, my miſery, 
Depends on thine.— Thus on my knees | urge it, 
hon, being free, may'ſt find a thouſand ways 
To ſuccour vs ; bot if thou fall'ſt, a family, 
Alot! a friendlefs family ! falls with thee. 
Oh! if I ever was belov'd by Bellmour, ©. 
If-aH my; pray'rs, my zows, My teure, % move him, 


Bell. Thou bidſt me fly: 

Wat wonld'ſt thou I ſhould fly from? 

Lori. Danger and miſery. 

Bell, With whom then muſt I leave that miſery ? 


Whoſe being { was cauſe of, and who expect * 
A'd and protection from a parent's hand z 
While 1 eſcape, muſt you not all be left? 
Hell glows in that hot thought! be left, expos'd 
To all the miſeries, which thru woule'ft have me 
Fly, like a coward, from, and leave for innocents, 
Who owe em to my baſeneſs! No !--my Loviſa, 
Wretch, as I have been, I'm not fall n fo low ! 
Louiſa. [Ring.] Loſt, loſt, for ever! 
Bell. No, there's a Juoge on high, [ thee, 
Who fees, and loves thy goodneſs. —Let me entreat 
To give my forrows way for a few moments, 
A ſolitaty thought, a turn or two, 
Uninierrupted in the gallery, 
Will teach me to reſolve, and then Ill call thee, 
[ Exi: Bellmour, 
Leviſa. Angels aſſiſt and guide thy filent rea- 
ſonings, 
And, from this labyrinth of woes, unwind thee ! 
Diſmal our proſpect ! yer all may be well 
Heav'n cannot err——"»ft guides es in the dark 
And, when weleaſt expect, affords relief. 
As thro* black ſtorms f wind, and driving rain, 
3 ſunny beaming+ ſtieak the harraſs'd main 
„thro' deep ſorrows, gleams of comfort riſe, 
And ſpre aa ſmooth heavens before the ſufferers eyes, 
[ Exit Louiſa. 
SCENE thanges te Collery. 
Exter Bellmour, alone, penſive. 
Bell. Why chou'd | pauſe! nothing can be a crime 
Which puts a ſtop to evil, A theuſand men 
May have been poor as I——and yet liv'd happy ! 
Miſeries, we make ourſe ves, are borne with eaſe 3 
But he, who beggars h's poſterity, 
Begets a race to curſe him profuſe in ills, 
He, propagating ruin with his name, 
Eatails deſcent of anguiſh . Every ſcorn, 
Which wrings the ſoul of any future Bellmour, 
Whom want ſhali pinch the bones of, ages hence, 
Will mark, with ſhame, my unforgotten grave, 
And reach my guilty ſoul, where'er it wanders, 
If to give miſery to thoſe, to whom 
We once gave life, is an inhuman crime, 
How can it be a fin, to take life back, 
And put an end to miſery ? To live, | 
Is to be rack's, if life muſt ill be poor: 
For poverty gives up the wiſe man's worth 
Jo the contempt of taſteleſs ignorance. 
Oh !-——cou'd I feel no mifery but my own? 
How eaſy were it for this ſword to free me, 
From all that anguiſh which embicters life ? 
But, when the grave has given my ſorrows reſt, 
Where ſhail my miſerable wife find comfort ? 
Unfriended, and alone, in want's bleak. ſtorm, 
Not all the angelic virtues of her mind 


Let bim, bat ment me $hisÞrm Let hi; but leave, me; | 


Ruin then a world of woes vpon wy Hd: 


Will eld her from the vppitying world's dexifigne 


Bell. Excellent woman riſe. To ſee thee thug 


Muſt not thyſelf, and thoſe three — — wretches, , 


Can it be | 
Ana, whi 
Better a 8 
Thro' th. 
Whate'er 
Jt can but 
And that 
But how 
Comes ic 
Whea na 
From th: 
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Can it be kind to leave her ſo expos'd, 
Ana, while I ſleep in ceath, not dream of her? 
Better a thouſand times, to lead her with me, 
Thro' the dark doubttuineſs of deep futurity |! 
Whate'er uncertain fate attends hereaf.er, 
It can but be the worſt of what is bag, | 
And that's our ſtate alreacy., lt ſhall be done 
But how ? that aſks ſome chought—death, in it- 
Comes ſoft, and ſweetly; as an infant's fleep, | (elf, 
Whea nature, un-larm'd, expects it not. 
From thoſe dear, de ſt n'd breaſts, the pointed ſteel 
Muſt draw no blood, to ſtein my bluſhing hand; 
Left my ſoul ſtart, and that ſeem cruelty, : 
Which I wou'd fain think pity. Hark ! the 
time preſſes me. Loud knocking without. 
What if I uſe th' unwounding aid of poiton ? 
] have at hand that ſovereign remedy, 
Fr all diſeaſes want and woe can plague with. 
Mis'd with ſome unfear d draught twill gently 
murder; 
Rear off death's painful edge, and, in ſweet lumber, 
Swim ſott, and ſhadowy, o'er the miſty eye-ball, 
Enter Loviſa. 
Loviſa. Will you forgive me, if oficious love, 
That anxious pain I feel, till you are ſafe, 
O'trudes my zeal, perhaps a few ſhort moments, 
Before you wou'd have wiſh d to be diſturd'd ? 
Yon villains grow impatient for admiſſion, [them. 
And ſcarce your ſervants guard the gates againſt 
Storms of bold oaths, and horrible reproaches, 
Mix'd with loud thunderings, and the threatsof law, 
. Make my heart tremble, and have forc'a me hither, 
1 Furc'd me to urge you, by all ties of love, 
Of intereſt, honour, hope, and future happineſs, 
To fly this dangerous roof, and ſave us all. 
Bell. I thank thy gentle care—It is reſolv'd. 
] have bethuught me of a means to evade 
The malice of my fortune——"Tw:Il be a journey, 
A little longer than thy love could with it; 
Yet not ſo far, but we ſhall meet again. 
Loviſa. Oh! be the diſtance wide, as pole fro 
Le: me but follow thee, and i am bleſs'd. [ pole, 
Bell. It ſhall be ſo, Louiſa. | 


L viſa. A thouſand angels f 
Spread their wings 9'er thee, and protect thy ſteps. 
Now thou art kind !——— Bat the dear little ones, 
Shall they go too? 

Bell. All! all! ſhall go! 

Louiſa. Haſte then, . | 
L- t us be gohe—my bounding heart leaps joyful, 
And I ſhall ſinile again——But ah me, Bellmour ! 
They are ſo young ! ſo tender! is it poſſible, 
That they ſhould travel with us? 

Bell. Moving innocence ! 

My ftrong heart bleeds within me at her 72 | 
A few ſhort fteps will lodge us in a place [To ber. 
Of reſt and ſafety——w:x ſhall have leiſure there 
To weigh our future hopes, and ſeek fit means, 
To our wiſh'd end.— Courtney will ſoon return 
Said he not ſo? 

Liſe. He did, and we'll inform him 
Of our new purpoſe, and begin our flight, 
I'll make proviſion, ſych as beſt befits 
Our hafte, and our diſtreſfes. [ Sbe is going. 
Bell. Stay, Louiſa! 
Thoſe boaſted cordials, the French marquis ſent me, 
Gave I to thee, or no? , 
Loviſa, You ſpoke of ſuchown — _ 
Bat Rift forgot to give em me and new, 
'Th:y're not worth memory. ,; | 
Sell,” Nay, nows: molt uſeful I. J 100 vj 
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Their virtue is reported ſovereign 


FS Tv 0 


Lowiſa. Wou'd Courtney were come. Ent. 
Enter Courtney alone. TY; op 


To Bellmour's folid danger. —!I was to 
He walks this way—1'll trace the gallery round, 
And urge him to eſcape—— Few minutes more 
May ſpread a crowd of eyes on every fide, 
And fatally prevent him, [ Exit, 
Re-enter Bellmour. 

Bell. My baleful hand has m'x'd the deadly 
To give it as a coroial=Give it ! whom ? [draoght, 
Start from thy burning orb, thou conſcious ſun, 
And chill thyſelf to froſt at my black purpoſe. 
Am I a parent? a protector? lover? 
Or has this devil, that heaves about my heart, 
Transform'd me to a fiend? He has! he has! 
Cain him, ſome angel, millions of fatho ns down z 
Heap him with mountains, left he riſe again, 
And in a huſbahd's and a father's breaſt * 
Brew horrid murders II am myfelf once more 
Now let cool reaſon's undiſtracted ſearch 
Anſwer my bleeding ſoul, which dreadful ill 
May beſt be borne by nature — To leave our friends, 
To grinding ſorrow, poverty and ſcorn, 
| With ſenſe of his not feeling any pain, 
Who gave them all ;j——oor, to quit lite together, 
And, wanting pow'r to bleſs, make ic ſome merit, 
Not co leave curſes to ſurviving innocence ! 
i'm mad again Reaſon hetrſeif betrays me, 
And whiſpers, that this laſt is cruelty, 
And murder grows a merc y 

f Enter Louiſa. 
Louiſa. Found you the cordial ? 
Your ittle wanderers are ready drefs'd et 
Lo act the pilgrim with us; perhaps "twill aid 


* 


Y 4s 


Ball. I cannot move my feet, bound Gown by 
nature, | an 
Rebel againſt my heart. — Ohl if one moment, 
One ſhort thought longer, ſhe oppteſs me thus, 
With melting, innocent talk I ſhalt grow ſoft, 
Yield her to want, and live to be a heggar. 
Louiſa. Still you are doubt ful. : 
Bel. No—no—lI'm fix'd—Oh ! Natute! [LH 
L left my cloſet open — on a table, : 
In that gold cup, which was thy — — 
When thy firſt favourite boy's laſt birth-day came, 
Thou'lt find the fitteſt cordial I try'd em all, 


And what ſeem'd propereſt for the bbys and ther, 


* 


Waits, in that cup, thy taſting. 

Louiſa. Courtney ſtays long 
All things are ready, and I wiſh him here. 
Now for this boeſted cordial. Dr. 

Bell. Be firm, my heart ! 2 F 
Stop thy big beat! Thaw, thaw, this curdling blood 
That, thro' my icy veins, creeps, cold as death, 
Ani freezes in it's paſſage, Where is Loutfa? 
But a few moments, and the is no more! © 
Now ! riow! the unſuſpeQing innocent N 
Lifts that laſt ren, now, ſhe taftera drauzht, 
That ſnatches her, for eber, rom muy Right, 
And robs md of her comfort | Never moe, 
Shall her ſweet yoice enchant m eder mores” 
Shall her ſoft eyes look fondly into mine, 


Will her unwearied wit beguile my cares, 
Or huſh me more ts peace, ven paſſion thakes wel 


bes, engulph me, Aud toncext my ne, 5-1 


w 8 ag nic s 


Their fainting ſpirits, yet untried in hardly. 


- 


And ſhine with ſaimming linguor—Never _ | 
— 5. ; 7 tl 
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Befriending earth !—Or, from thy yawning depth, | And had not that conceal'd, undreamt of dagger, "0 
Stream up a night of gloom, to bot out memory, | Prevented my near vigilance, had ſav'd 
And darken o'er reflection I feel my blood Unhappy Belimour.,m os - 
Cool, and grow thick, as melted lead flows heavy, Bell. Not univappy now. 
And hardens in its mation——A .ittle longer, We lide, united, from the woes of life, 
And I, who have a heart already marb/e, And want's too flow to reach us. 
Shall petrify throughout, and be a ſtatue ! Cost. Miſtaken man! 
Loviſa. [Wichin. I My lite! my Bellmour ! The hand of Heaven, howe'er, from mortal eyey 
Bell. Ha! "tis her voice that calls me— Obſcur'd in clouds, ſtill points direct to Juſtice | 


It ſoun ſed not reproachful. | | Not thy three children, nor thy guiltleſs wife, 
Louiſa. [Within,] Look, look, my Bellmour! But thou, alone, art fallen! whoſe fingle crime 
Theſe lictle ſtrugglets will not quit the cordial, Drew down a fingle vengeance ! 
But ſip it to the bottom. Lowiſa. Alas! what mean you? 
Bell. Tortur - horror! Bell. Thou little know ſt the deadly means I us'd, 
Enter Louiſa, with an empty Cup. If thou conceiv'ſt me fruſtrated, mmm—— | 


| Loviſa. How could you be ſo rigid, not to come, | Court, Hear, then, with wonder. [dence. 

When 1 twice call'd you ? "Fwould have been a ſcene] And, trembling, mark the mazy paths of Provi- 

Of pleaſure, to obſerve with how much eagerneſs | Seeking you on the gallery's garden fide, 

The little wWranglers quarreil'd for the cup, I, in your cloſet, ſpy'd a late fill'd cup, 

Which, having drank myſelf, 1 bought to them, | With s ſmalt phial near it. Te the neck 

I bid en raſte it only and told the prattlers, There hung a label.———By the name, inſcrib'd, 

It was their father's preſent : but that word I ſaw, with ſad furprize, it had held poiſon. 

Tran'ported them to lift their pretty hands, Concluding you had newly mingled it, 

Add brought a war about me. With th#trich draught it ſtood by From a window, 
Bell. Furies tear me [tafte it ? i threw it on the gden refill d the cup, 
Louiſa. Did you not give pe: miſſion they ſhould | Without its deadly mixture and ſtood, conceal'd, 


Ere they began the journey ! To watch what happen'd—— when Louiſa came, 
Bell. Alas! Louiſa! Ani ſnatch'd it thence, I follow'd her, unmark'd, 

A long, long journey is, inieed ! begun, Pleas'd to have been a means, to intercept 

But endleſs as eternity — Thyſelf. [4ial. Her's, and her children's death. The reft you 

And thoſe dear infants—are poiſon'd by that cor- know too well. [gilance, 


TLouiſa. Poiſon'd ! by thee? thou ſay'ſt it but to] Ba. Angels ſurround thee, with unceaſing vi- 
try me ! And, for this friendſhip, ward off every evil. 
If *twere thy wiſh that I ſhould die, my love, Oh! I bave err d—— X 
At lead thy pity wou'd have given ſome warning, Leuiſa. Oh! too, too, partial bleſſing ! 


| Death is a dreadful journey, and requires Faint ſweet! with more than poiſonous bitter 
Much length of preparation. mix d! 
Bell. By . charms, Now Bellmour ! tell me vas it not a crime 
Which I no more muſt gaze on, and be ble d, To diftruit heavin? Elſe thou hadſt liv'd—and 


Thou can't not live an hour | 
Will teal, in cold advances, o'er thy beauties, had ail, perhaps, been bleſs'd. 


Aud thoſe two beamy ſuns, which, ſparkle on me, , Curt, You had, indeed! 
Anon ſhall ſet in death=——E'en, while we talk, By a young Kinſman, landed, from a thip, 
The «ternal ſhade will riſe, at once, between us, | That left her conſort ſcarce a day behind, 
And ſever us for ever. p Woodly has heard ſurpriging news—your brother, 
Liiſa. Dreadful contraction! Abſent, ſo many yeary, and long thought dead, 
Of that ſhort ſpan, which, at it's longeſt ſtretch, Returning, rich, from the remoteſt eaſt, 
Was much too narrow to allow me ſcope Dy'd but in fight of land, and has bequeath'd 
To ſpeak, or look, or think, my love, for thee : His whole heap'd wealth to Bellmour. 
What all | fay ?—— A thouſand tender thoughts | Bell. Heaven ! I adore thee ! 
Struggle, at once, for vent. cannot ſpeak Would I had truſted thy eternal wiſdom! 
Death is too haſty ——1 have yet undone, Thou beſt canſt clear thy myſtic difpenſations, ' 
* Vnſpoke, unthought, a thouſand weighty things ! | And make confufion end in beauteous order, 
O! Heaven ! my little ones Let me fly to them Oh, thou art juſt! and dreadful is thy conduct: 
Have I fo ſhorta time to gaze upon them? Puniſh'd, with this ſeverity of juſtice, 
Yet ne'er muſt ſee em more l cannot leave thee.|[ feel, and own, thy mercy—— Now live, Louiſa ! 
What ſhall I do ?—O bring my children hither? Live, and be happy—and forget—thy Bellmour. 


Fly with 'em to my arms — Dear, dying, inno- 


A laſt, long ſleep then 
| 


cents [done | Loviſa, Oh! [ $be ſwoons. 
Ob! Beiimour! Bellmour! Why bas this been} Court. Alas ! the falnt.— This ſudden turn of 
Bell. That we might baffle woe, $, die terror 

gether —— | „ . J.}| Rulhes too ſtrong to be withſtood by nature, 
And leave no beggars of our race behind ies. ['/l call her women to her aid,” and watch her, 
Seel my Loviſs | I have a faithful guide, Till time” and thought, by Now degrees, bring 
That will not let me loſe thee. * comfort. * 

: LDrawing a doggar, fabi bimſelf. From this ſaid ſtory let obſervers know, 

fa. Ob ! el Bellmour | That early riot ends in laſting woe, 
What haſt thou done Now, Tam kill'd indeed!] Mean and ignoble pleafures break the mind, 
Help, help !—O, Uncle! what a dreadful ſce > Unnerve our judgment, and our reaſon blind, 
Are you return d to? ; . Ti Heav'n o'er-takes us with ſome dreadful 
FS: Eater Courtney. + fate, 
Heart. I have heard it all I And the touch'd ſoul grows ſenbble, too late. 
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